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SIR JOHN DAVIES.

If th* elements, which have nor life nor sense.
Can breed in us so great a power as this,
Why give they not themselves like excellence,
Or other things wherein their mixture is ?

If she were but the body's quality,
Then we should be with it sick, rnaim'd, and blind;
But we perceive, where these privations be,
An healthy, perfect, and sharp-sighted mind.

IN WHAT MANNER   THE  SOUL  IS UNITED TO
THE  BODY.

BUT how shall we this union well express ?
Nought ties the soul, her subtlety is such,
She moves the body which she doth possess,
Yet no part tou'cheth but by virtue's touch.

Then dwells she not therein as in a tent,
Nor as a pilot in his ship doth sit,
Nor as the spider in his web is pent,
Nor as the wax retains the print in it.

Nor as a vessel water doth contain,

Nor as one liquor in another shed,

Nor as the heat doth in the fire remain,

Nor as the voice throughout the air is spread;

But as the fair and cheerful morning light
Doth here and there her silver beams impart,
And in an instant doth herself unite
To the transparent air, in all and every part.

So doth the piercing soul the body fill.
Being all in all, and all in part diffused ;
Indivisible, incorruptible still,
Not forced, encounter'd, troubled, nor confused.

And as the sun above the light doth bring,
Though we behold it in the air below,
So from the Eternal light the soul doth spring,
Though in the body she her powers do show.

REASONS FOR THE SOUL'S IMMORTALITY.

AGITN, how can she but immortal bo,
When, with the motions of both will and wit,
She still aspireth to eternity,
And never rests till she attain to it ?

All moving things to other things do move
Of the same kind, which shows their nature such;
So earth falls down, and fire doth mount above,
Till both their proper elements do touch.

And as the moisture which the thirsty earth
Sucks from the sea to fill her empty veins,
From out her womb at last doth take a birth.
And runs a lymph along the grassy plains.

Long doth she stay, as loth to leave the land
From whose soft side she first did issue make ;
She tastes all places, turns to every hand,
Her flowery banks unwilling to forsake.

Yet nature so her streams doth lead and carry,
As that her course doth make no final stay,
Till she herself unto the sea doth marry,
Within whose wat'ry bosom first she lay.

E'en so the soul, which, in tin's earthly mould,
The spirit of God doth secretly infuse,
Because at first she doth the earth behold,
And only this material world she views.

At first her mother earth she holdeth dear,
And doth embrace the world and worldly things ;
She flies close by the ground, and hovers here.
And mounts not up with her celestial wings :   ,

Yet under heaven she cannot light on aught
That with her heavenly nature doth agree ;
She cannot rest, she cannot fix her thought,
She cannot in this world contented be.

For who did ever yet, in honour, wealth,
Or pleasure of the sense, contentment find ?
Who ever ceased to wish, when he had health,
Or, having wisdom, was not vex'd in mind ?

Then, as a bee which among weeds doth fall,
Which seem sweet flowers, with lustre fresh

and gay,

She lights on that, and this, and tasteth all,
But, pleased with none, doth rise and soar away.

So, when the soul finds here no true content,
A^d, like Noah's dove, can no sure footing take,
She doth return from whence she first was sent,
And flies to him that first her wings did make.

Doubtless, all souls have a surviving thought,
Therefore of death we think with quiet muid;
But if we think of being turned to nought,
A trembling horror in our souls we find.